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young actress's life ?" which question I can answer without going into training, with one hand tied behind me, and both eyes bandaged, answer in one word— //mx Kver since that far-away season when Kve, the beautiful, inquiring, let-me-see-for-myself live, made fig leaves popular in Kden, and invented the apron to fill a newly felt want, dress has been at once the comfort and the torment of woman.
Aeting is a matter of pretence, and she who can best pretend a splendid passion, a tender love, or a murderous hate, is admittedly the finest actress. Time was when stage wardrobe was a pretence, too. An actress was expected to please the eye, she was expected to be historically correct as to the shape and style of her costume; but no one expected her queenly robes to be of silk velvet, her imperial ermine to be anything rarer than rabbit-skin. My own earliest ermine was humbler still, being constructed of the very democratic white canton if you pleas' ?'    Mais, he can-
